Your Theban Heart 

Mills and Boon, from an idea by Sophocles 


Jocasta wandered through the palace gardens in mental anguish, wanting Eddie - wanting 
him badly. The moment the dashing, handsome young crisis negotiator had come into town, 
her heart had become his for the taking. His easy wit had worked an irresistible charm on 
her, and his slight limp made him seem so distinguished: it was as if Fate had meant to bring 
them together. But how could she ever hope to unlock the riddle of his love? Jocasta prided 
herself on having kept her beauty, but Eddie Rex was a man of half her age ... It was no 
good. The gulf could never be bridged; he would never even notice her. Besides, mused 
Jocasta, with her dear husband only recently buried it would hardly become her to reveal 
her longing for this new flame. What would the people think? 

Nursing her sorrows. Jocasta reached out to pick a crimson bloom - and realised that she 
was not alone. Behind the rose-bush, watching her, lurked the hooded figure of a man. 
Jocasta felt a sudden pang of guilty fear. Could this stranger have read her secret passion in 
the lines of her face? She reacted defensively: 

"Who's there? Who intrudes on the Queen's grief?" The unknown intruder said nothing, but 
drew himself up to his full, manly height, Jocasta gasped at the size of him: he seemed to 
radiate a dazzling aura of potent masculinity. She felt a little faint. Again, more timidly, she 
asked: 

"Please . . . who is it?" 

Throwing back the hood of his cloak, the intruder spoke: 

"An obol for your thoughts, Jocasta." That gentle voice, those boyish and somehow familiar 
looks - it was Eddie! Jocasta glanced into the deep wells of his eyes and knew that he had 
deciphered her heart as easily as any riddle: oh, whatever would he think of her now? But 
when he spoke again, his words were those of tenderness: 

"Please, Jocasta, don't be alarmed. I could never mock your pain. For you see, my darling . . . 
I love you, too." 

Blinding passion 


Jocasta's pulse raced: surely this was some delicious dream? If only it were true . . . 



But, Eddie - we're so . . . different. 


"I'm not so sure of that, my love," he replied reassuringly. "In fact, I suspect we have more in 
common that we can yet know." 

"But I'm old enough to be your mother!" protested Jocasta. "And what will people say?" 

"I don't care," he replied, sweeping Jocasta off her feet and into his manly, but gentle, 
embrace. "What's more, I think that the people will quite change their opinion of our love 
when they see how close we are." 

"Oh, my darling - do you think that what we have can work?" 

"I'm sure of it, Jocasta my love. I think that we really . . . relate to one another. And now that 
I've found you - well, I would rather go blind than lose you." 

Trapped in the welcome captivity of Eddie's arms, Jocasta felt her confidence rise with her 
mounting passion. Her doubts, she decided, could just go hang. Yes, Fate must have meant 
them to be together! 
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